THE   BURNING   SECRET

fresh water. The awkward boy had been replaced by a
natural and exuberant creature. If only the mother
could prove similar to her son, thought the baron. A
score of questions were showered upon him at this
instant by the youth.

"What's it called?"

"Caro."

"Caro!   Carol"

Edgar seemed to revel in the word, and to be intoxi-
cated with delight at having acquired a friend so un-
expectedly. The baron himself was no little surprised at
his easy conquest, and decided to strike while the iron
was hot. He invited Edgar to go for a stroll, and the lad,
who for weeks had hungered after companionship, was
in the seventh heaven of delight. He gave free rein to
his tongue, responding innocently to his new friend's
subtle questions and assumed interest. It was not long
before the baron knew all he needed concerning the
family: that Edgar was the only son of a Viennese
lawyer belonging to the well-to-do Jewish stratum.
Plying the boy with adroit questions, he further learned
that the mother was not particularly pleased with their
stay in Semmering, that she had grumbled at the lack of
society. Moreover, it would appear from the evasive
answers given by Edgar that Mother was not particularly
fond of Father, so that Sternfeldt surmised the situation
to a nicety. He felt almost ashamed of himself for
extracting these scraps of information thus easily from
his decoy who, unused to finding anyone interested in
what he had to say, allowed himself to be inveigled into
confidence after confidence. Edgar's youthful heart beat
quick with pride, especially when, in the course of the
walk, the baron took his arm affectionately. It was an
infinite delight for the child to be seen in such company.
Soon he forgot his juvenility, and prattled disingenu-
ously as to an equal. His conversation proved him to be